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n  the  hope  of  discovering  the  spirit  of  Edvard 
Grieg's  genius  at  its  source,  it  would  be  useless  to 
search  all  over  the  country. 

Even  if  he  does  belong  to  the  whole  of  Norway,  one 
must  look  for  him  in  a  very  particular  spot,  in  a  city  so 
situated,  that  the  mountains  and  the  fjord  may  be 
seen  from  the  streets. 

The  brisk  pattering  of  the  waves  against  the  quay- 
sides of  Bergen,  often  lending  a  salty  tang  to  the 
breeze  and  imparting  a  suggestion  of  the  North^Sea, 
and  Ulriken's  steep  birch-covered  slopes,  which  rise  to 
veritable  mountains,  form  the  background  for  Edvard 
Grieg's  youth. 

Nature  like  this  is  bound  to  leave  a  lasting  impression 
on  an  open  mind.  For  it  was  here,  in  this  old  trading- 
town,  that  Edward  Hagerup  Grieg  was  born  on  June 
15th,  1843. 

Being  so  isolated,  and  having  such  sparse  means 
of  communication  with  the  rest  of  the  country,  Bergen, 
when  Edvard  Grieg  was  a  child,was  still  like  a  state 
within  the  state,  with  distinct  local  customs  and  a 
personal  outlook  on  people  and  affairs,  just  as  in  the 
old  mediaeval  towns  of  Italy.  For  Bergen,  however, 
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the  surrounding  wall  offered  even  better  protection 
than  that  of  Florence:  a  chain  of  mountains  encircles 
this  Hanseatic  town. 

In  those  days,  it  was  only  towards  the  west  the 
parth  of  communication  lay  free,  out  to  the  billowy 
blue  sea  which  all  nations  share  alike.  From  the  west 
then,  «Adventure»  spurred  on  his  steed  over  the  wave- 
crests,  and  pranced  ashore  at  «Bryggen»,  —  the  former 
Hansa-quay,  with  its  red-roofed  woden  houses,  brin- 
ging tidings  from  far-off  lands,  tidings  which  made  life 
more  colorful  and  festive. 

At  times  «Adventure»  visited  the  town  in  person,  - 
citizens  of  other  lands,  who  would  not  submit  to  the 
hard  rule  of  their  own  country,  came  over  to  find  a 
new  home.  One  of  these  was  Grieg's  great-grandfather, 
Alexander  Grieg.  During  the  last  feud  of  the  Stuarts, 
he  left  Scotland,  crossed  the  North  Sea,  and  in  future 
substituted  Bergen  for  Aberdeen. 

It  is  very  probable  that  this  frequent  foreign  admix- 
ture of  blood  has  produced  the  bright  and  lyrical  vein 
for  which  the  typical  Bergen  type  is  renowned.  New 
incentives  are  stimulating,  especially  in  a  town  so 
steeped  in  tradition.  Flames  are  easely  kindled  in 
old  wood. 

Already  at  an  early  age,  Grieg  felt  drawn  towards 
music.  He  himself  relates  how  he  climbed  up  on  the 
piano-stool,  dropped  his  wee  hands  on  the  keys,  trying 
to  pick  out  sounds  which  he  thought  belonged  together. 

When  six  years  old,  his  mother  taught  him  the 
first  steps  in  music,  and  watched  over  him  while  he 


Edvard  Grieg's  parents. 
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fumbled  along  the  path  which  in  future  he  was  to  tread 
with  the  greatest  of  assurance. 

Madame  Gesine  Grieg  could  hardly  know  it  was  a 
future  world-famous  composer  she  was  initiating  into 
the  mysteries  of  his  art,  and  that  in  one  way,  she  was 
really  giving  birth  to  her  little  son  twice,  bringing  him 
to  life  in  his  musical  world  also.  His  gratitude  to  her 
is  easy  to  understand,  and  in  the  music  to  «The 
Old  Mother»,  we  sense  the  beating  of  his  childish 
heart. 

Edvard  Grieg's  father  was  well-off,  and  being  inter- 
ested in  music  himself,  he  gave  his  son  the  opportunity 
to  pursue  his  interests  abroad  already  at  the  age  of 
sixteen.  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  Ole  Bull,  the  world- 
famous  violinist,  had  divined  a  new  rich  spring  which 
only  needed  cleansing  before  it  could  flow  freely. 

The  fact  that  Grieg,  in  spite  of  all  he  must  have 
learned  in  Germany,  still  felt  that  his  studies  there 
did  not  proffer  the  key  to  what  he  sought  in  music, 
throughly  proves  that  his  talent  was  a  pronounced  na- 
tural one,  and  entirely  subject  to  his  moods. 

The  mountain  brook  does  not  aspire  to  become  a 
fountain,  the  sound  of  the  water  rushing  over  the 
hard  bed  of  stone  produces  exactly  this  sharp  and 
short  resonance,  so  characteristic  of  Grieg's  music  in 
its  freshness.  And  the  sorrowful  crooning  of  the  brook, 
when  it  hides  away  and  disappears  down  in  a  deep 
black  pool,  sounds  so  mournful,  and  entirely  typical 
of  Grieg ....  After  his  studies  abroad,  in  other  words, 
Grieg's  great  artistic  struggle  was  to  rediscover  his 
true  self. 
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P.  S.  Kreyers  portrait  of  Edvard  and  Nina  Grieg. 


Grieg  always  felt  he  was  bound  by  close  ties  to 
Denmark.  Under  the  open  Danish  sky  and  the  light- 
green  beech-leaves,  his  own  first  spring  flowers  blossom- 
ed. Pure  white  as  the  wood-anemone  itself,  are  his 
songs  to  H.  C.  Andersens'  texts,  («Heart's  Melodies*), 
and  so  early  in  their  flowering,  that  one  guesses  the 
green  slope  on  which  it  grew  must  have  been  well 
sheltered. 

Yes,  this  very  warmth  in  gentle  Denmark  helped 
Grieg  to  get  started.  During  this  first  period  he  was 
satisfied  to  work  as  a  Nordic  artist.  Here,  his  Artistic 
Day  began  to  dawn. 

Copenhagen,  one  might  venture  to  say,  became  for 
Grieg  a  larger  Bergen.  Everything  narrow  and  re- 


stricting  was  absent  here,  but  the  intimate  atmosphere, 
so  characteristic  of  his  native  town,  prevailed,  -—  the 
temparamental  playfulness  which  is  the  Elixir  of  Life 
amid  «The  Seven  Mountains*. 

Besides  conditions  favorable  to  work,  Grieg  also 
found  something  else  in  those  early  days  in  Denmark: 
h^£)  mate  for  life.  She  was  even  a  close  relative,  his 
cousin,  and  her  name  was  Nina  Hagerup. 

It  is  seldom  one  meets  two  people  so  well  suited  to 
each  other  as  Edvard  and  Nina  Grieg.  In  every  way, 
both  in  appearance  as  well  as  in  character,  they  seemed 
to  harmonize.  And  little  Nina  Hagerup  was  music 
through  and  through,  with  music  not  only  in  her  heart 
and  head,  but  in  her  throat. 

From  the  descriptions  of  her  singing,  her  interpre- 
tations must  have  contained  a  spontaneous  charm, 
(like  the  gay  impulsiveness  of  a  song-bird).  And  it 
seems,  that  contrary  to  so  many  vocalists,  she  really 
understood  what  she  was  singing,  realizing  that  the 
text  had  to  be  heeded,  and  that  without  the  subtle 
fusion  of  words  and  music,  there  will  be  no  poetry. 

According  to  Edvard  Grieg  himself,  it  was  due  to 
the  fact  that  this  rare  interpreter  became  his  wife 
that  we  have  so  many  songs  from  his  hand.  Therefore, 
when  on  a  winter's  day,  we  sit  listening  to  his  songs 
with  their  peculiar  bird-like  twitter,  we  feel  as  if  the 
warmth  of  spring  were  brought  indoors,  and  we  owe 
it  to  Nina  Grieg  to  recall  her  name  with  affection, 

But  Grieg  chanced  upon  another  person  during 
those  early  days  in  Denmark,  a  young  Norwegian, 


Old  friends  meet  at  «Troldhaugen».  Bjernson  and  Grieg,  1903. 

whose  far-reaching  vision  was  later  to  influence  Nor- 
wegian music  so  greatly:  RIKARD  NORDRAAK. 

It  was  to  a  large  extent  due  to  the  influence  of  the 
latter's  strong  personality,  that  Grieg  made  up  his 
mind  definitely,  deciding  that  it  was  not  enough  to 
be  a  Nordic  or  a  cosmopolitan  artist. 

From  now  on,  Grieg's  composition  take  on  a  bolder 
melodic  form,  a  richer  colour.  The  red  granite  rocks 
of  Norways  coast  rise  before  his  eyes,  and  beyond 
them,  in  a  blue  haze,  the  distant  mountains :  and  upon 
looking  closer,  he  sees  moss  and  heather  peeping  up 
from  the  earth. 


In  the  sonatas  for  violin  and  piano,  and  no  less  in 
the  A-minor  Piano  Concerto,  that  just  surges  with 
life,  there  is  no  longer  any  doubt:  here  we  have  the 
Norse  Grieg  pouring  forth  his  song.  He  has  delved  into 
the  depths  of  his  soul  and  become  Norwegian. 

A  pioneer  has  always  the  opportunity  to  choose,  - 
the  whole  wilderness  lies  before  him.  But  at  the  same 
time,  his  successors  need  not  remove  the  worst  roots 
and  heaviest  stones. 

It  was  not  surprising  that  Grieg  found  it  difficult 
to  make  his  way  in  Norway  in  the  beginning.  Much 
had  to  be  accomplished  before  anything  would  grow 
in  the  capital  of  a  small  country,  even  if  Grieg  was 
not  alone  in  having  to  face  such  reverses.  But  he  held 
out  bravely,  led  his  concerts  with  indefatigable  energy, 
even  founded  an  Academy  of  Music  and  gave  piano- 
lessons. 

During  these  years  Grieg  found  splendid  support  in 
BJ0RNSTJERNE  Bj0RNSON,  whose  radiant  character 
/  instilled  courage  in  the  hearts  of  so  many  -  -  like  the 
first  mad  rush  of  spring  which  nothing  can  resist. 
Bj0rnson  aroused  the  country  from  its  lethargy,  from 
the  400  years  political  sleep  in  which  it  had  lain  until 
now.  And  by  his  side  stood  Grieg,  who  translated  his 
inspiring  words  into  music. 

Since  the  works  Grieg  composed  to  Bjornson's  texts 
still  rank  among  his  most  brilliant  productions,  we 
may  infer  that  this  was  due  to  the  close  contact  with 
such  a  glowing  personality,  -  a  fertile  mind,  never 
indifferent. 
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«Troldhaugen». 

The  incidental  music  to  «Sigurd  Jorsalfar»,  the 
music  to  the  first  act  of  «Olav  Trygvason»  (text  un- 
finished), the  melodramatic  vocal  and  orchestral  accom- 
paniment to  «Bergliot»,  as  well  as  many  of  the  melodies 
to  Bjornson's  spirited  songs,  were  created  at  this  time. 

A  literary  strain  runs  through  Grieg's  talent.  Words 
helped  him  to  express  his  moods.  How  well  he  appre- 
ciated all  the  shadings  and  colours  of  the  language  is 
best  exemplified  by  his  own  letters,  many  of  them 
masterpieces  of  style. 

Knowing  Grieg's  open  mind  for  literature,  we  under- 
stand how  Grieg  was  inspired  to  compose  the  immortal 
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music  to  HENRIK  IBSEN'S  «Peer  GynU.  For  here,  in 
seeking  the  vital  element,  he  had  to  delve  much  deeper 
than  in  the  works  of  Bj0rnson. 

What  a  difficult  theme  for  a  romantic  composer  like 
Grieg,  this  drama  in  which  the  author  is  antagonistic 
to  his  hero,  and  scorns  him  most  when  secretly  he 
admires  him  most. 

But  throughout  the  «Peer  Gynt»  musik,  Grieg  reaches 
below  the  surface.  He  exposes  the  doubter's  heart, 
feels  that  it  is  only  yearning  for  freedom,  like  a  wave 
bound  under  the  glassy  ice. 

Everywhere  the  unfettered  dashing  of  the  waves 
resounds,  be  it  in  the  music  to  «Aase's  death»,  or 
Solveig's  songs.  The  apparent  frigidity  has  been  trans- 
formed into  melodies  glistening  with  tears.  What 
strong  evidence  of  the  latent  heat  in  Ibsen's  poetry! 


The  annuity  which  Grieg  as  a  composer  now  received 
from  the  Norwegian  government,  enabled  him  to  live 
where  he  chose,  and  it  soon  became  apparent  where 
his  heart  lay.  His  mind  was  not  at  rest  before  he  had 
made  the  «West  Land»  (the  west  coast  of^Norway)  his 
home  again.  He  even  ventured  to  settle  down  in  Loft- 
i^tius  in  Hardanger  for  a  whole  year,  in  order  to  get  real 
close  to  this  nature  which  he  loved  so  much. 

It  was  not  enough  for  him  to  be  there  only  at  the 
height  of  summer,  no,  he  had  to  experience  it  in  all 
its  variances.  The  fluttering  of  the  snow-flakes,  all  the 
colour-tones  of  autumn,  the  piping  of  a  bird  i 
spring,  all  this  he  wanted  in  his  note-book. 
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Spring  at  «Troldhaugen». 

He  has  embodied  all  his  impressions  of  the  «West 
Land»  in  «Alone»,  a  tone-poem  rich  in  inspiration  so 
seemingly  taken  from  the  very  heart  of  the  mountains 
that  it  could  not  have  been  conceived  by  a  city-dweller. 
These  very  original  little  themes  are  so  full  of  colour 
that  they  surely  could  paint  the  Hardangerfjord  blue 
on  a  grey  day. 

But  an  achievement  of  this  kind  is  not  often  attained 
by  a  modern  artist.  His  ties  with  the  world  from  which 
he  has  sprung,  are  too  close.  Grieg  felt  he  had  to  return 
to  the  life  which,  after  all,  really  was  his.  His  «Bergen 
blood»  was  throbbing  in  his  veins  and  demanding  its 
rights. 
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How  intense  Grieg's  affection  for  his  home-town 
was,  the  «Holberg  Suite»  proves  better  than  anything 
else.  One  feels  Grieg  must  have  enjoyed  writing  this 
and  surely  have  been  in  high  spirits  while  working  it 
out.  So  many  acquaintances  all  in  a  lot,  just  had  to 
delight  him!  It  is  not  strange  that  there  is  a  boyish 
freshness  about  it,  as  these  rococo  scenes  are  tinged 
with  colour  from  Griegs'  own  experiences.  The  native 
townspeople  of  his  youth  were  not  very  different  from 
Holberg's,  only  a  trifle  less  striking. 

A  time  always  comes,  even  to  the  most  adventurous, 
when  he  longs  for  a  peaceful  nest  of  his  own,  where 
he  can  rest  his  wings. 

After  having  practically  dived  in  a  trunk»  for  so 
many  years,  Grieg  strongly  felt  the  need  of  owning 
the  ground  on  which  he  walked,  and  of  knowing  that 
the  home  which  he  built,  always  was  ready  to  welcome 
him,  no  matter  how  widely  he  travelled.  And  thus 
«Troldhaugen»  was  realized. 

There  he  had  town  and  country  side  by  side,  all 
/  about  he  saw  a  pleasant  verdure,  and  the  capital  of 
the  «West  Land»  lay  only  a  few  miles  away. 

The  original  idea  was  to  call  the  place  «Knausen» 
(The  Knoll),  but  it  was  not  long  before  Grieg  had 
changed  it  to  «Troldhaugen»  (Hill  of  the  Sprites).  In 
that  little  change  of  name  lies  the  whole  of  his  artistic 
outlook,  the  lines  along  which  he  worked. 

Grey  rock  became  blue,  the  dullest  stone  took  on 
colour  in  his  imiganition.  He  transformed  it  in  his 
mind,  lent  it  some  of  his  own  wistfulness.  In  this 
enchanting  act  of  bewitchment,  we  find  Grieg's  genius. 
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Citizens  of  the  musical  ivorld. 
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Grieg's  mode  of  expression  is  so  characteristic  that 
we  are  always  able  to  recognize  it,  because  he  stands 
alone,  on  an  elevation,  apart  from  others,  on  a  «Trold- 
plateau».  It  is  his  marked  originality  which  makes  him 
unforgetable. 

Grieg  loved  every  nook  of  «Troldhaugen»,  and  charac- 
teristically allowed  everything  to  grow  wild.  Nothing 
must  be  trimmed  or  chopped  down  on  this  little  spot, 
everything  must  be  granted  the  freedom  of  self-expres- 
sion. In  his  time  the  garden  was  really  quite  a  wilder- 
ness, with  small,  narrow  footpaths  leading  down  to 
the  boathouse  and  studio-hut. 

No  fences  obstructed  the  view  either,  -  -  it  was  one's 
own  duty  to  be  careful  on  the  cliffs.  The  thrill  that  the 
look  down  from  the  precipice  gave,  probably  imparted 
the  impression  that  the  place  was  even  larger.  The 
drop  from  the  cliff  is  deep  enough  to  be  dangerous. 

Nesting-boxes  were  hung  up  to  attract  song-birds. 
«Would  that  some  of  these  wee  folk  would  come  to 
settle  down  with  us!»  he  writes  in  a  letter.  Among 
the  «Lyrical  Pieces»  from  this  period  we  find  a  perfect 
little  gem:  <<Birdling»,  which  tells  us  that  this  wish 
was  fulfilled. 

The  front  garden  at  «Troldhaugen»  can  easily  be 
described  as  historic.  Here  on  this  little  spot,  the 
leading  men  and  women  of  the  artistic  world  met 
every  summer  for  over  twenty  years.  Here,  Grieg's 
fellow-townsmen  marched  up,  with  their  brass  band 
ringing  in  the  air,  to  honour  him  on  his  sixtieth  birthday, 
and  here  festive  tables  were  laid  out  for  the  150  guests 
which  the  house  could  not  accomodate! 
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The  Studio-hut. 


In  the  «Wedding-Day  at  Troldhaugen»,  one  may  still 
sense  that  air  of  festivity  which  pervaded  this  home 
on  like  occasions. 

Imagige  for  instance,  the  garden-doors  opened  wide 
and  Grieg  himself  at  the  grand-piano,  interpreting  his 
own  pieces,  bringing  out  the  hidden  meaning  in  them, 
separating  the  material  from  the  ethereal,  with  the 
authority  that  only  a  creator  of  art  can  command .... 

And  next,  madame  Nina  singing  on  a  summer  eve- 
ning. She  had  a  special  gift  for  bringing  out  the  perr 
spective  in  everything,  so  that  we  heard  not  only  one 
melody  and  one  text,  but  many  little  melodies  within, 
and  many  little  poems  behind  the  poem.  Just  as  in 
certain  lights  new  brows  on  a  mountain-ridge  may  be 
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discerned,  and  valleys  discovered  where  at  first  there 
seemed  nothing  but  a  stretch  of  flatness. 

This  is  the  atmosphere  which  pervaded  the  rooms 
at  «Troldhaugen»,  and  in  which  they  must  be  seen 
for  a  true  impression.  This  small  but  great  couple 
just  filled  the  rooms  with  their  personality.  Without 
them  the  rooms  appear  empty. 

There  was  something  deeply  touching  about  this 
home,  furnished  almost  entirely  by  complimentary 
gifts.  When  one  thinks  of  all  the  warm  thoughts  that 
lie  behind  each  separate  gift,  the  house  should  have 
been  the  snuggest  for  miles  around,  although  too 
lightly  built  to  serve  as  a  winter  residence. 

But  even  if  Grieg  had  been  able  to  spend  the  coldest 
part  of  the  year  here,  the  house  would  certainly  have 
stood  empty  most  of  the  time.  The  Continent  called, 
and  like  other  birds  of  passage,  they  «flew  away»  every 
autumn,  carrying  with  them  the  latest  melodies  which 
the  summer  at  «Troldhaugen»  had  given  them. 

London,  Paris,  Berlin,  Leipzig,  Vienna,  Prague. 
Warsaw,  Rome,  the  pair  sailed  forth  victoriously, 
leaving  a  glisteningly  brilliant  wake  behind,  in  which 
the  name  of  Norway  sparkled.  Men  like  FRANTZ  LISZT, 
TSCHAIKOWSKI  and  BRAHMS  shook  their  hands  warmly. 
And  they  were  showered  with  flowers  and  compliments, 
just  as  they  would  have  been  «showered»,  had  they 
been  home  in  rainy  Bergen. 

But  during  these  concert-tours,  there  was  something 
that  Grieg  missed  sorely:  his  studio. 

Down  in  the  garden  of  «Troldhaugen»,  in  his  little 
brown  hut,  he  found  the  pease  and  quiet  which  were 
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Grieg's  trunk. 

so  necessary  to  him  when  he  worked.  There  he  was 
certain  no  one  would  disturb  him,  and  there  he  felt 
safe  to  give  free  rein  to  his  inspirations. 

This  gives  us  an  idea  of  the  delicate  material  from 
which  Grieg's  music  is  woven,  —  its  creator  required 
absolute  solitude  when  working  with  his  musical 
patterns  and  giving  them  definite  form.  This  timidness 
we  meet  in  the  characteristic  open-heartedness  of  his 
music,  conceived  in  an  atmosphere  of  perfect  freedom 
from  restraint. 

We  have  a  charming  illustration  of  the  spirit  that 
pervaded  this  tiny  workshop,  in  that  every  time  Grieg 
went  away,  he  left  behind  on  top  of  his  papers  a  little 
note  for  possible  thieves. 
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He  politely  requested  eventual  intruders  not  to 
remove  the  papers,  as  they  were  of  no  value  except 
to  himself. 

According  to  another  version  of  this  story,  which  is 
quite  characteristic  of  his  humorous  spirit,  the  letter 
began  with  the  words:  «Dear  thieves»  —  Grieg  is 
brought  so  close  to  us  in  this  anecdote,  that  his  mirthful 
bright  eyes  almost  twinkle  at  us  from  behind  their 
brushy  eyebrows! 

Just  above  the  grand-piano  at  «Troldhaugen»,  hangs 
a  small  water-colour  by  CHRISTIAN  SKREDSVIG,  repre- 
senting «The  Birthplace  of  Vinje».  We  see  a  path 
winding  laboriously  up  the  hill,  and  about  half  way, 
lies  a  hut  with  the  tiniest  of  windows.  Above  that, 
we  see  the  blackness  of  the  forest,  while  on  the  meadow 
below,  a  mountain-ash  blushingly  red  with  berries,  — 
it  will  not  pale:  the  later  in  the  autumn,  the  redder 
its  berries! 

There  is  between  this  picture  and  Grieg's  Vinje- 
music  quite  a  bond  of  consanguinity.  The  same 
quivering  autumnal  tone  permeates  them  both,  no 
matter  wether  their  titles  be  «The  Last  Spring», 
«Heart-Sorrow»,  or  «By  the  Rondane  Mountains*.  It 
is  the  retrospection  which  gives  these  tones  their 
integrity  and  comforting  quality.  He  really  knows 
what  spring  is,  now  that  he  is  not  blinded  by  standing 
in  its  strong  light. 

And  once  again,  in  the  songs  which  he  wrote  at 
«Troldhaugen»  to  GARBORG'S  words,  Grieg  succeeded 
in  giving  us  the  same  affecting  simplicity.  In  the 
Vinje-songs  he  had  conjured  the  spell  of  field  and 
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forest  into  his  melodies,  so  that  they  are  filled  with 
the  scent  of  meadow  and  pinetree,  while  in  Garborg's 
«Haugtussa»-songs,  he  reached  right  down  into  the 
soil  itself.  There  is  a  dark  touch  in  several  of  them, 
which  tells  us  that  the  bare  roots  of  life  are  covered 
with  earth,  that  Grieg  and  the  ground  have  become  one ! 

ERIK  WERENSKIOLD'S  drawings  give  us  a  true  picture 
of  Grieg,  surely  the  best  portraits  obtainable,  showing 
us  his  inner  self  better  than  any  others. 

Just  feel  the  rays  of  sunshine  that  sparkle  from  his 
pen  in  these  portraits.  Look  at  the  firm  little  figure, 
delicate  in  health,  sitting  out  under  the  pinetree  at 
«Troldhaugen».  (See  frontis-piece). 

One  quite  forgets  that  he  probably  must  have 
thrown  his  coat  over  his  shoulder  from  fear  of  catching 
cold  while  sitting  for  his  portrait  in  that  damp  «West 
Land»  climate.  He  looks  rather  as  if  he  had  put  on  his 
chieftain's  cloak,  and  leans  on  his  cane,  (a  faithful  com- 
panion on  all  excursions),  as  if  it  were  his  battle  sword. 

This  drawing  is  a  symbol  of  Grieg's  endurance.  He 
never  gave  up,  no  matter  what  obstacles  came  in  his 
way.  His  health  had  never  been  good.  In  his  youth, 
one  of  his  lungs  became  infected  and  was  put  out  of 
use  for  life,  and  later  he  suffered  from  stomach  trouble. 
All  the  same,  he  was  for  many  years  a  keen  mountain- 
climber,  and  only  death  put  a  stop  to  his  concert-tours. 
In  spite  of  feeling  miserable,  he  set  out  once  more, 
thinking  he  could  conquer  through  fresh  courage  and 
new  efforts,  but  instead  he  had  to  be  brought  to  the 
hospital  in  Bergen.  He  never  got  farther  from  «Trold- 
haugen»  than  to  the  town  of  his  childhood.  There, 
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where  64  years  earlier,  he  opened  his  eyes  for  the  first 
time,  he  now  closed  them,  He  passed  away  on  Sep- 
tember 4th,  1907,  his  heart  had  to  give  up. 

An  unusual  number  of  mourners  attended  his  funeral 
on  September  9th.  From  near  and  far  messages  of 
condolence  were  received,  bemoaning  the  loss  of  «The 
world's  most  well-known  man  from  the  North»  as, 
Georg  Brandes  called  him. 

One  of  the  last  times  Grieg  was  out  rowing  near 
«Troldhaugen»,  he  longingly  gazed  up  at  the  high 
cliff  and  said:  «Here,  I  should  like  to  rest». 

On  a  beautiful  spring  morning  in  1908,  his  remains 
were  deposited  in  a  niche  cut  out  of  the  cliff.  And  in 
1936,  Nina  Grieg's  urn  was  also  placed  there. 

When  the  last  rays  of  the  sun  leave  «Troldhaugen», 
they  pause  in  a  final  farewell  at  this  rock  wall,  just  as 
if  reluctant  to  depart  from  the  clean-cut  «Runic» 
inscription,  wishing  to  dwell  there  as  long  as  possible, 
as  if  knowing  what  a  Master  of  Song  here  lay  at  rest  — . 

Sigmund  Torsteinson. 
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